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Everything's Fine 


Morning Sickness 


Disclaimer: Work of fiction, none of this story ever happened. 


A short little sequel to Crumpled T-shirt. Not sure if Ill add on to it, maybe if the reviews are good. 


Aimee vomited for what seemed like the hundredth time this day. For the past couple of weeks she had felt 
dizzy and hungry and completely out of it. After her puking session the phone rang. 


"Hello?" she asked. 

"Hi, Aimee," Dan said. 

Aimee covered the mouth piece of the phone and squeled. 
"Hi, Dan. How's the tour?" she asked. 


"Exciting. It's great playing live," he answered. 


"| bet it is. How are the guys? Is Justin feeling better?" 

"The guys are great and Justin is feeling loads better. How are you, love?" 

"Pretty good. | think | have a virus or something, I've been feeling like crap for the past couple weeks." 

"You should go see the doctor, Aims. | don't want you to get really sick," he said, concern in his voice. 

"lll go see a doctor. You go and have a fantastic show. Give the guys me love." 

"| will and | hope you feel better. Love you." 

"And | love you." 

They hung up and Aimee ran to the toilet and threw up again. 

Aimee sat in the waiting room of the doctor's office flipping through a week old people. There was an article 
about The Darkness in there and she read it. Dan had given her their cd and she had liked it. They reminded 
her of Queen 

"Miss Clarke?" a nurse said. 


"Yes," Aimee replied, following her back into a room. 


Aimee wasn't fond of going to the doctor's. The nurse took her blood pressure and weight, all the usual stuff. 


A few moments later the doctor came in. He was friendly. 

"So you've been vomiting in the morning hours quite a bit?" he asked. 

"Yog" 

"Do you feel like you've gained a little bit of weight?" 

"| think I've put on like five or six pounds. My clothes have become a little snug lately." 
"Have you missed your period?" 

Then it finally dawned on Aimee. 

"Do you think I'm pregnant?" 


"You have all the symptoms, but I'll have to make sure." 


The nurse led Aimee to the bathroom where she proceeded to vomit again. What if she was pregnant? What 
would she tell Dan? She wanted to cry. 


"The doctor will call you in a couple of days to confirm the pregnancy," the nurse told her. 
"Or to deny it," Aimee said hopefully. 

The nurse smiled and said, 

"A lot of women have found themselves in your place. You'll be fine.” 


Aimee was nervous wreck waiting to here from the doctor. Her hormones were all out of whack. Sometimes 


she would cry, other times she was angry or extremely happy. The phone rang. 
"Hello?" she asked. 

"Good day, Miss Clarke. This is Dr. Andrews." 

"So, I'm a pregnant?" 

"Congratulations, you're going to be a mother.” 

"Thanks! 


Aimee hung up the phone. Part of her was ecstatic, the other half was uncertain So she started to cry. The 


phone rang again. 

"Hello?" she sniffled. 

"Aims are you alright?" Dan asked 

"Im fine," Aimee cried. 

"You don't sound fine. Hey, didn't you go to the doctor's today? You aren't dying, are you?" he asked all panicky. 
"No," she replied. 

"So you're alright?" 

Aimee paused, before saying, 


"Everything's fine." 


